82.                               VENETIA*
deal with these fellows. He.knew not, his perilous situa- -tion ; ;the hint of petty treason staggered him. Mr. Clerk, take down the prisoner's confession; the Court must bo cleared; constable, clear the Court. Let a stout man stand on each side of the prisoner, to protect the bench. The magistracy of England will never shrink from doing their, duty, but they must be protected. Now, prisoner, the bench is ready to hear your confession. Conceal nothing, and if you were not a principal in the murder, or an accessory before the fact; eh, Mr. Clerk, thus runs the law, as I take it ? there may be mercy; at any rate, if you be hanged,' you will have the satisfaction of having cheerfully made the only atonement to society in your power.7
* Hanging be damned!' said Morgana.
Squire Mountmeadow started from his seat, his cheeks distended with rage, his dull eyes for once flashing fire. * Did you ever witness such atrocity, brother Masham ?' exclaimed his worship. 'Did you hear the villain? ['11 teach him to respect the bench. I'll fine him before he is executed, that I will!J
' The young gentleman to whom this pony belongs,' continued the gipsy, 'may or may not be a lord. I never asked him his name, and he never told it me; but he sought hospitality of me and my people, and we gave it him, and he lives with us, of his own free choice. The pony is of no use to him now, and so I came to sell it for our common good/
' A Peer of the realm turned gipsy!' exclaimed the Squire. 'A very likely tale! I'll teach you to come here and tell your cock-and-bull stories to two of his majesty's justices of the peace. 'Tis a flat case of robbery and murder, and I venture.to say something else. You shall go to gaol directly, and the Lord have mercy on your soul!'
'Nay,' said the gipsy, appealing to Dr. Marsh am; 'you, sir, appear to be a friend of this youth. You will not regain him by sending me to gaol. Load me, if you will, vyith irouSj surround me with armed men, but at least give